"A"                                                      INDIAN
"What is it?" I called.
The motor-car had been sent for me by the
Collector-sahib. I was to kill a tiger, many tigets.
"Where was my gun? Would my faithful bearer go
with me? There would be elephants . . . The
Commissioner-sahib was expecting me even now
in the jungle.
It all meant nothing whatever to me, and then
gradually, as bearer jumped excitedly from foot to
foot, something someone had said to me a long time
ago began to emerge from my subconscious mind.
"Damn it," I said, "I remember now. Fve got
an invitation from the Commissioner through the
Collector-sahib to go and watch someone kill a
tiger; and, by Jove, I'm going to go. Have you evet
shot a tiger, D------?"
Mr. D------smiled at me sadly.   "It will be most
good and health-giving for the Principal to enjoy
a well-earned rest from trivial College toil."
I gathered that, as parliamentary speakers say,
the answer to my question was in the negative.
And at ten o'clock yesterday I set out in R-----*s
unbelievable Chevrolet for my first, and I suppose
my last, day's sport in British India.
The rains are long finished. The "cool" season
is upon us; but the Christmas holidays not having
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